TRANSLATION FROM PETRARCH

TRANSLATION

From the Italian of Petrarch

MINE old dear enemy, my froward master.
Afore that Queen I caused to be acited
Which holdeth the divine part of nature:
That like as gold in fire he mought be tried.
Charged with dolour, there I me presented
With horrible fear, as one that greatly dreadeth
A wrongful death, and justice sdway seckcth.

And thus I said: *Oncc my left foot, macjamc,
When I was young I set within his reign:
Whereby other than fiery burning flame
I never felt, but many a grievous pain.
Torment I surFrcd, anger and disdain,
That mine oppressed patience was past
And I mine own life hated at the last.

"Thus hitherto have I my time passed
In pain and smart.    What ways profitable,
How many pleasant days, have me escaped
In serving this false liar so deccjvablc?
What wit have words so prest and forcible
That may contain my great mishappiness
And just complaints of his ungentleness?

*O small honey, much aloes and gall,
In bitterness have my blind life tasted:
His false sweetness, that turneth as a ball
With the amorous dance, have made me traced:
And where I had my thought and mind ataced
From all earthly frailness and vain pleasur,
He took me from rest and set me in error.

*He hath made me regard,God much less than ought,

And to myself to take right little heed,

And for a woman have I set at nought

All other thoughts, in this only to speed t

And he was only counsellor of this deed,

Always whetting my youthely desire.

On the cruel whetstone tempered with fire.